CHAPTER XVIII
Supper with the Gods
TRINITY COLLEGE,
DUBLIN.
MY DEAR FASOLT,
Am I never to see you again ?    If you are free
come in and see me on Tuesday after dinner.
Always yours,
FAFNIR.
IT WAS an Invitation from the dear Master of Those
Who Know. I call him Fafnir because we were so
often lagert in the evenings under the yews. And
he called me Fasolt. It will be a welcome change
from this uncta popina in which I live. There are
some names which, the moment they are heard, you
realise that the owners of them you will never meet.
Jack Lalor the barber Is certainly one. Never, I
know intuitively, shall I meet that figure face to face,
associated as he is in my mind with early morning,
running dogs, and modern instances. He will always
move as elusive on my horizon as summer lightning,
incandescent, intangible.